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Preface 


It is considered good form to dedicate a book to 
some person or persons, so I dedicate this my first, 
and without a doubt last venture into the world of 
books, to a group of people small in numbers and 
nearly helpless to resist; also a group to which I be- 
long, namely, Octogenarians, and within certain lim- 
itations, those who hope or expect to join that glori- 
ous company in the near future. | 

For many years I have been a great admirer of the 
writings of Dr. Oliver Wendell Holmes, who in his 
last and final book, ‘“‘Over the Teacups’’ speaks of 
the “‘eight-barred gate,’’ a wonderfully apt expression, 
for he had just reached the summit of eighty years of 
useful and beautiful life. 

Likewise I, approaching this same period and dimly 
sensing what he so touchingly and beautifully por- 
trays, dedicate my little venture to a group who like 
myself, stand at the same impressive spot, as did the 
good poet when he wrote “‘Over the Teacups.” 

We who have arrived at this period of life, find 
that our sight is adjusted to distant objects and scenes; 
this condition is named ‘“‘presbyopia,’”’ or far sight— 
the far away is seen better than the near at hand. So if 
you, who read this little collection of verses and fail 
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to find the right focus will get your grandparents’ 
spectacles (if you are not a grandparent yourself) 
then maybe you will see and better understand what 
the writer is trying perhaps clumsily to express. 

And now with all the goodly company of octo- 
genarians, who like myself stand before One greater 
than Caesar, in life’s great arena, we salute Him. 

DAYTON ‘THOMAS GOULD 


Berea, Ohio, 
Oct. 30, 1926. 
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“The Eight-Barred Gate”’ 
Oliver Wendell Holmes 


Since days of old it has been said, 
That life is like a race that’s run, 
And fate the hand by which we're led, 

From dawn to setting of life’s sun. 


Each one must pass along this way, 
And from it there is no escape. 
Nor birth, nor rank, nor station may 

For any one exception make. 


Our life’s decades are marked by bars, 
That cross this path and block the way. 
If fate does not our journey mar 
Each one must leap this gate, nor stay. 


How easily we leap the first, 
And jauntily we trip along 

The second, and the third no worse, 
And then we boast of going strong. 


We pay attention at the fourth, 
And note the height, and watch our step. 
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The fifth confirms us of the worth 
Of care in husbanding our pep. 


The six-barred gate now looms in sight, 
And quickly dominates the scene; 

The extra bar adds by its height 
A menace, neither small nor mean. 


When safely on the other side 
We feel relieved and quite content, 
And somewhat boastfully confide 
To friends, our pride at the event. 


The next ten years go quickly by, 
A swiftly moving film it seems; 
Then suddenly there rises high 
That seven-barred gate, the preacher’s theme. 


We try to find some vantage spot 
From which to take the lofty leap; 
A running start, we clear the top 
By scarce an inch, ‘twas quite a feat. 


Swift and more swift the years roll ‘round; 
We count each one with jealous care, 

And see that no mistakes are found 
To cheat us, as along we fare. 
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The singer, Bobbie Burns has said 
“‘No man can tether time or tide.”’ 

The eight-barred gate is just ahead; 
"Tis mine to leap, or fall this side. 


I cannot know what fate has kept 
In store for me, who runs this race; 
I move right on and keep the step, 
_ And look it squarely in the face. 


And if my race shall end this side 

‘That eight-barred gate, or where it may, 
Yet confidently I abide 

In One who also passed this way. 


Berea, Ohio, May 4, 1926 
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A Day in March 


A wraith-like mist drifts down the village street, 
And hurrying snowflakes borne upon the gale 

With many whirls and eddys, ‘til they meet, 
Embrace, and rush from sight with doleful wail. 


I look out on a dreary, wintry scene; 
A tempest rages, it shuts out the light. 
It screams among the trees in accents keen, 
While dropping down the curtain of the night. 


Each passer-by, well muffled to the face, 
Bends forward to withstand the winter storm. 
He hugs his wrappings tight, he mends his pace 
*Til snow, and falling night, blot out his form. 


In easychair, I sit beside the fire, 

And toast my feet, and watch the tempest rage, 
And moralize how fate could so conspire 

To place me here, an evidence of age. 


On such a day, I yield, give up the fight, 
And seek a corner warm, and safe, and dry, 
And thank my lucky stars ’twill soon be night, 
And let life’s storms unheeded pass me by. 


Berea, Ohio, March 9, 1926 
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Your Morning Face 


How do you look in the morning 

- When you first get out of bed? 

When deep is the blue about you, 
And only your nose is red, 

With eyelids puffy, and baggy 

And your stomach all caved in, 
And your hair in a knot, 
From the aches you have got, 

Say, how are you looking just then? 


How do you look in the morning 
When you ring the breakfast bell? 
_ The morning face that hubby sees, 
His thoughts he would dare not tell. 
With hair all tangled, and frowsy, 
And smile that would stop a clock. 
- Would he take it with grace, 
That each morning this face, 
Would greet him? He'd die from the shock! 


Then live as you know you ought to, 
And rise in the morning fine, 
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And brush your hair, and dress with care, 
Get a Morning Face that shines. 

And then at your breakfast table, 

That you truly will adorn, 
You'll be saved from such ills 
As divorce courts, and bills, 

By neatness, and sweetness each morn. 


Berea, Ohio, April 4, 1926 
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The Arboretum 


Dead leaves of yester-year, | 

Wind-borne to sheltered nooks, 

Where rain, and frost, and snow 

Had beaten them to earth, 

Are roused by April winds 

And vagrant breezes soft 

That creep along the ground, 

| “Til sodden leaf and grass, 
Grown dry, now ape again 

The life that once was theirs, 

But yet are only bones, 

| That rattle where I tread. 


A vagrant also I, 

‘That wanders idly on 

In search of signs of Spring. 

. The Winter’s icy claws, 

| Had clutched me around the heart, 
And driven me to hide 

| From its determined search 

For those the years have aged. 
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But April’s wind likewise, 
Had awakened into life 

A longing for the Spring, 
And set me on its search. 


‘The Arboretum draws, 


And yielding to its urge 

I thither make my way. 

I- leave the walk for rougher path, 
To force my way among the shrubs 
And tangled vines, and thorny branch, 
And hear the rustle of the leaves, 
The stained dead leaves of yester-year. 
These make a carpet underfoot, 

And walking thus I feel again, 

The yielding carpet of dead leaves 
That strewed the mystic forest floor, 
Where I, an awestruck dreamy lad, 
Had wandered on a day like this, 

An April day so long ago. | 


The warm wind’s breath, the April sun 
Had wrought a subtil change; each leaf 
Was yielding up its very last, 

Its dying gift; a fragrance fine, 

Such odor as filled all the woods 

And fields on warm Spring days like this; 
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Those woods and fields of days long gone. 
What artist, or what chemist can 
Describe its sweet elusive charm. 

The thorny branch I pushed aside 
Still held me, and I turned to look 
With some impatience at the cause, 
And lo! as if to answer me, 

I saw that every thorny twig 

Was tipped, as if some fairy brush 
Had stained them with a crimson dye, 
And what before was ugly, now 
With crimson tassels was bedecked. 

It was the chaste deep blush of morn 
That comes when being spied upon 
By prying, or by curious eyes. _ 


And in that blush, by fairy hands, 

Each curious spying twig was dipped; 

While near at hand the smooth straight limbs 
Of Osier Dog Wood deeply glowed, 

A ruddy light, and from each branch, 

There seemed to drip its heart’s best blood, 
Or love’s rich wine of life that flows 

So madly, on a day like this. 

The Hazel catkins, brown and dry — 

That had withstood the winter storms, 
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Were now awakened into life; 

For them a resurrection morn 

Had dawned, they now are living things 
And pushing on life’s endless round. 


The Elder had pricked out its green 

And yielded up a musky smell, 

Not pleasant, as I brushed it by. 

Witch Hazel, whose November bloom, 
Has clung through Winter’s icy blasts, 
Now awakened by the warmth of Spring, 
Was pushing forward to the goal 

That life seeks ever to attain, 

The passing forward of life’s torch. 


My courage rises at this sight; 

What utter, hopeless, waste it seemed, 
To blossom in the jaws of death; 

Yet out of it a victor comes. 

Can I retain my spark of life 

When winter comes with frosty breath, 
And deadly darkness at life’s close? 

Who knows? Yet from this lowly shrub 
I take fresh hope, that I shall live 

Right on, as did this trusting flower, 
Through cold and darkness, ’till the dawn. 
To me witch hazel’s winter bloom 
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More nearly typifies my hope 

That this is not the end of me, Oh! no, 
But somewhere there remains a spark © 
That breezes from some radiant clime 
Will fan into the flame of life. 

I pass the Coral Berry bush 

Still loaded with its last year’s fruit, 
But stained and darkened by the storms. 


The Choke Berry still retains some drupes. 
The Winter birds had feasted there, 

And given thanks that kindly hands 

Had planted to supply their needs, 

So urgent on those snowy days. 
Viburnum, and the Dog Wood fruit 

Had long since vanished from the scene, 
To furnish fuel to supply 

With warmth the Winter’s feathered folk. 
The Bramble’s thorny, gadding vine 
That crowds, and overruns the ground, 
And brazenly usurps the place 

Of better and more worthy shrubs, 

Has stoutly taken up the task 

Of making this a brambly world. 

How like to people we have met 

Who strive to dominate mankind, 
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Yet only make themselves unloved 
And shunned, as is this bramble vine. 


The master gardner with his shears, 

And mattock that upturns the soil 

And kills its roots, can make a cure, 

Yet by his skillful hand may save, 

A precious plant o’er-whelmed and lost. 
The Lilac with its swollen buds, 

That never yields to Winter's sway, 

But ever stands with courage high, 

And in life’s battle leads the fray, 

Was well decked out, in Spring’s best dress 
Of green, and very latest style; 
Forehanded as in other things 

Its panicle of flowers had launched. 
Thus it would reap the earliest praise 
And deck with fragrant flowers the home 
And corsages of ladies fair. 


A wealth of Roses grace the field, 
When sweet seductive June days come, 
Of colors many, shades and tints, 

A lovely flower it is to see; 

The perfume it distils, its breath 

The universal word for love. 
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Who has not heard its subtil speech, 

And felt its urge on rare June days. 

To me well past such halcyon days; 

My thoughts go back to roses wild, 
Whose fragrance wild, untamed and sweet, 
The pastures filled at dewy morn; 

And without thought of love or word, 

I breathed it in for very joy, 

Those halcyon days of years long gone. - 


| 
: Syringa with its perfume sweet 
, That loads the air on summer nights, 
And steals upon you while you sleep, 
To weave itself among your dreams. 
What happy, happy dreams it brings, 
| And pleasing recollections leaves 
| I see it greening for the task, 
| Of adding to the joys of life. 
Spirea, dainty bridal wreath, 
That graces humble cot, and hall, 
And brings a longing to the heart 
| Of maiden whether rich or poor— 
I greet you, wishing you success, 
In bringing hope to waiting souls. 


The Burning Bush, that Indians loved, 
It sets our early Fall aflame. 
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You heal, you cure us from ills, 

You chase our Winter fears away. 

A blessing on you Burning Bush, 

Thrive, crown yourself with many leaves; 
Then frost itself will start a fire 

And warm the corner where you stand, 
Thus heaping coals upon the heads 

Of gloomy doubters such as I. 


The Red Bud that awaits the morn, 
Has heard the call of early dawn; 
Its buds peep out, they’re never late, 
They come before a leaf is born. 

A cheerful tree to blossom thus 
And trust to whispered promises 
Of leaflets yet within the bud. 

Not to forget the Sassafras, 

A friend of boyhood, every Spring 
Whose roots we dug, and bark we ate 
To cleanse and purify the blood. 


A pleasant medicine it was 

Compared with teas from bitter herbs; 

A very boon to every lad, 

Who needed work, not herbs and tea. 
Grow on, you've seen a mighty change 
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From medicine to dainty drinks. 

The horrid Club of Hercules 

A stranger was and is to me; | 

I’d class you with the brambling vine, 
And keep your limits circumscribed. — 
You Oaks, with slightly swollen buds 
Suggest to me a farmer’s rule 

To plant the corn when leaf of oak 
Begins to open to the light. | 

A very King of trees you are 

And need no eulogy from me. 

The Pine and Fir, I greet you last; 

I’ve watched your growth from year to year; 
Have smelled the balsam that distils 
And loads the air on summer days; 

I’ve heard you whisper in the breeze 
And shrilly scream when tempests raged; 
You lend a cheer to winter scenes, 
And brighten up the snowy day. 
Grow strong, and give an added joy 
To those who wander up this way 
Perchance like me, a vagrant boy 
Again in dreams, good-bye, good-bye. 


Berea, Ohio, April, 1926 
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Not Far Away 


Not far away, dear one, but ever near, 
Your loving thoughts attract me to your side; 

I cannot leave you thus, you are more dear, 
And in your loved embrace I would abide. 


Not feel my arms about you, while I kiss 

Your lips, and press my cheek against your face? 
Yearns not your bosom, for the one you miss, 

And absence mourn, from my accustomed place? 


I try my best to make you feel my touch, 
And have you hear the words.of love I speak; 
You do not sense, or note, or know, how much 
I grieve to fail, who recognition seek. 


I wish that you would open wide the door, 

And let me in; Why do you hold it fast? 
Denial only saddens me the more. 

Take down the bar, old fears should now be 


past. 
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Oh! get yourself in tune, a new day dawns. 
Creation vibrates, it is filled with song 
From lips of friends, and loved ones who have gone 

Just over there, for whose return you long. | 


Just seek a quiet spot, relax, and wait, 
Surrendering, perchance you soon will hear 

A word, or song, or echo through the gate, 
And caught by you, or whispered in your ear. 


This done, then try to keep yourself in tune 
To catch the harmonies that float around. ~ | 
A message may come to you, late or soon; 
It’s there, just listen for its welcome sound. 


Lodi, Ohio, April 15, 1926 
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Mother’s Day 


A Tribute 


Let younger muses sing the praise 

Of mothers of the present time, 

Their beauty, sweetness, charm, but mine 
Shall mothers praise of early days. 


Grandmothers of the ones you know, 
Not mothers of the mothers here, 
Forgotten? No, each passing year 

More loving tribute I bestow. 


Those mothers of the long ago, 
I saw them, ere they’d passed away 
Unconsciously a kind word say, 
And many cheery smiles bestow. 


How plain, how simple was their home; 
Their speech, their unaffected way 
Were charming as from day to day 

They fought life’s battles out alone. 


With nearest neighbor miles away, 
Or mother in a distant state, 
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Heroic’ly to face the fate 
Of motherhood, as best they may. 


Of logs, was made their lowly home, 
Mud-plastered to keep out the cold. 
Hewed planks, their hard wood floor, to hold 
The sand, the only rug they owned. 


Outside their home, their joys were few, 
Vacations none, nor pleasure ride; 
The ox cart would not such provide, 

Or roads permit; for roads were new. — 


The traveling preacher was the friend 
To whom they looked for words of cheer; 
He brought the news from far and near, 
And prayed for help their lives to mend. 


Baptized their babies, preached and sung, 
And scriptures read; ‘twas good to hear 
Of perfect love that casts out fear, 

When constant fear about them hung. 


Vanished their home, their very site 
Forgotten, and the names effaced 
Of those who worked and ran life’s race, 
And added to our store their mite. 
Berea, Ohio, May 9, 1926 
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At Eighty-nine 


To Hannah A. Foster, on completing eighty-nine years. 


Berea, 


The days slip past us, and the weeks 
Are quickly bundled into years, 
And years themselves are but a sweep 
Of minute hand on time’s great clock. 


Like rosary, your years you count, 
And pause each precious bead to scan, 
With here a joy, or smile, or hand, 
That helped you o’er some rugged rock, 
And here a mark of fallen tear. 


‘Thus musing o’er each precious bead 
That calls to mind a former year, 
You reach the last, and on it read 
Of yesterday, and friends more near. 
s&s. 4 
Please count my beads, there’s some mistake; 
What! Eighty-Nine? The words appall. 
Well, be it so, I'll strive to make 
The year to come the best of all. 


Ohio, January 27, 1926 
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Life’s Afternoon 


The warm Spring sun has wakened in my heart 
The memories of days and years long gone, 
And like a moving picture they recall 
The actions, and the actors of the past. 
So now I find myself a looker on 
Of scenes where I sustained a leading part. 
It opens thus: Upon a sloping hill 
Well down towards its foot, I see myself. 
Before me is the sea whose further shore 
Is far beyond my sight, below the rim, 
- Where sky and water meet, I know not where. 
I’m worn and tired by the long hot march, 
And seek a spot to rest my weary feet. 

ie Bee aes. ee 
Well here I’ll rest upon this sunlit knoll, 
Whose herbage dry, and crisped by summer heat 
Is like a cushion and invites repose. 
The midday sun has changed each tender shoot 
Of moss and leaf, ‘til that which once was green, 
Is gray and brown. 
This knoll is far down on a slope, 
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Which faces to’ard the western sun, 

And at its foot, begins the sea 

Whose farther shore is hid from sight. 

At rear, the hillside rises to a crest, 

Which downward I have trod unto this spot. 
How beautiful, how calm it now appears, 
The stony path, the bramble and the thorn 
Are all transformed, and blend with tree and rock, 
And so recalls not, toil, or hurt or scar, 

But only cool, and restful friendly shade 

On this my dry, and hot and weary march. 
A friendly hand, with true artistic touch 
Doth wield time’s kindly brush, 

And blurs each hateful scene, 

And blends it with some loving memory. 
This looking backward is a trick of age, 

So soothing and seductive to us all, 

It proves a ‘black drop’’ to the wearied one. 
Shall I indulge a modest draught 

Of that which calls to mind the past, 

And live again those early days 

So full of joy, so rich in praise? 

I have drunk of the cup 

That will bring back the past. 

This the spell that it casts, 

This the vision it brings 


22 


THE EIGHT-BARRED GATE 


Of my life, of its springs, 

All too fleeting to last. 

Oh! Life’s Spring with its mist, with its rains, 
With its clouds, with its skies, 

With its bees, with its flowers, 

Its sunshines, its shades, 

Its dews and its morns, 

Its birds and their songs; 

Soft grass that I pressed with my feet, 

Cool moist clays in the path, 

That led down to the brook. 

What a thrill it recalls, 

How it grips me again, 

_ As I trudge down the slope, 

To its edge. 

Oh! the willows grow there, 

And the rush and the flag; 

‘There the moss was more green 

On the half-hidden log, and the stones, 
Where we crossed, on our way to the swamp. 
Oh! you barefooted boy in the brook; 

What ecstacies, thrills, what delight, 

To feel the cool water that flows o’er your feet; 
It is whispering, pleading, stay, stay, with me here, 
Where my ripples will sing o’er my pebbly bed, 

A song without words. 
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I yield to the song, and my feet feel the touch 
Of the stones, and the sand where it flows; 
And the water makes ripples 

Where I stand in the stream. 

Glimpse the bubbles that whirl, 

Like to fairies at play 

In a sheltering nook; 

See the foam in its flight, 

How it seizes a sprite 

In a loving embrace, 

And hastens along. 

"Til bubble and foam 

Are blended in one, 

And vanish from sight. 

I muse, how true to life this vision is; 

A joyous dancing sprite, 

Reflecting all the rainbow’s tints, 

That cheers and brightens up this ORG of ours, 
Is seized, and borne away 

By some base drifter, 

On life’s hurrying stream. 

I follow backward to’ard its source, the brook; 
The minnows note, the water larvae see; 

I watch the greedy dragon flies 

Each busy at its task 

Of carrying out life’s endless change, 
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And in them see 

A microscopic segment, 

Of earth's eternal round, 

The eater and the eaten. . 

You traveler down life’s slope, so near the sea, 
Are you a party in this dance of death? 
The deeper water, and the sedgy bank, 
The taller rushes, trailing grass, the vine, 
But sweeter yet the moist cool breath 
That comes from over swale, and sodden earth, 
A breath that carries in it odors strange, 
That rise from spongy moss, from bog, 
From alder, and the stagnant pool; 

All these and many other signs announce 
Our nearness to that dark mysterious 
Phantom-haunted swamp, but hark! 

A Hermit Thrush whose flute-like notes 
Might be from fabled pipes of Pan, 

In deep recesses hid from view 

Distils his song. 

It grips my heart, I hear again, 


. The song of one whose flute-like voice 


Was sweet like that, but like the thrush 
Is hid from view. 


A youth’s fond dream—lIt was too sweet to last. 


It vanished from me, like a mist of morn, 
25 
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And with a pang, I breath this incense of the past. 
Another sound dispels my dreams; 

But whether near or far it seems 

So plaintive, and its mournful notes 

So full of tears, the music floats, 

And fills the forest with a sob. 

Oh! mourning dove, how rightly named, 

For at your note, the woodlands wail, 

And sadness settles over all. 

A drumming makes an echo in the woods, 

A military sound that stirs the blood, 

And brings to mind a street of armed men, 

Who marched away to war, long years ago, 

He is a war-like bird, he beats his drum; 

It is a limb of yonder whitened stub; © 

A very major, with a crimson hat, 

And he his army leads with rat-tat-tat. 

You chase away the gloom, you soldier bird, 
You rouse the woodland with your call to arms, 
And life takes up again its wonted course 

Of action, and the busy whirl, the strife 

Which by the wrecks of love, and hope, and men, 
Our path is marked. 

A moment’s silence, as to clear the air 

Of noise, and barb’ous thumpings of the drum; 
Then softly is begun a rippling song, 
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A minor at the first, then bolder grows 

Well knowing that the woodland folk will wait 

In rapt attention while he holds the stage; 

He dashes on and makes the forest ring 

With challenges, and mocking saucy boasts 

To all or any rival in the swamp, 

To beat him if he can; 

Then he repeats it all with added zest, 

And imitates, improves and decorates 

The Robin’s song, so homely and so quaint; 

The Thrasher with his wondrous, rapturous song, 
He steals them both, and then a cadence adds 

Which changes to that masterpiece of all, 

The Mockingbird’s triumphant melody; 

And then for measure good, and silence doubt, 

He sings a cavatina of his own, 

Which having done, and changed his post of song, 
He breaks the spell that bound you to his note, 

By jeering you, and all his audience, 

With cat-calls, mews, and harsh and strident sounds, 
And spoils it all. 

We meet his like in every walk of life; 

A fine exterior, a pleasing voice, 

And ways that imitate the very best 

And noblest characters that grace the world; 

He stands revealed at last, and unabashed, 
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A very clown. 

A thicket intervenes and hides the esky 

In which are scattered trees, and rotting logs 

With treacherous quick-sands, and the quaking bog, 
And poisonous vines, and crawling water snakes, 
That glide among the lilies that adorn 

The noisome place; there poison Hemlock grows, 
And poison Sumach with its deadly breath, 

All these and many other frightful tales 

Were told to keep us boys from out the spot. 

But Oh! the beauty of the shrubs in Spring 

When warmth of sunshine woke the sleeping bud, 
And seized each branch and twig in warm embrace 
And started on its course the wine of life. 

A murmur of contentment fills the air, 

As bees search every bud, and catkin soft, 

For food, or nectar for their busy hive. 

Spring sunshine is a lover’s potent charm; 

The grays and browns, the badge of Winter’s storms, 
Are changed to green and colors of the dawn. 

I see the alder with its winter tags 

With love atremble to its farthest twig, 

And willow dressed in every shade of green, 

Display its downy catkins to the light. 

The Sumach with its flaunting gaudy crest, 

Of sour, scarlet seeds, has changed to brown. 
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The Osier Dogwood in its crimson dress, 

In Spring’s embrace, shame-faced tries to hide 

Behind a mask of dainty half-grown leaves; 

Too late, I spied you in your lover’s arms. 

Oh! well, what then, like you I once was young, 

And Spring set all my youthful blood aflame, 

While red’ning blushes covered me with shame, 

When spied upon, by prying eyes, like mine. 

Amused by sight and thought, I laugh aloud, 

When suddenly from deep within the bush 

There comes the words, ‘“Why fear, why fear, why 
fear,” 

A rustling in the bush, a scarlet flash, 

That brightens every crimson branch and twig, 

And boldly hopping forth to face the world, 

A Cardinal in jaunty hat and mien, 

Backs up his song, ‘“Why fear, why fear.” 

Courageous, dashing songster of the wild, 

How well yourself and song fit in the scene, 

Thou stoutest-hearted lover of them all. 

Comes to me borne upon the gentle breeze 

A scent that swiftly calls to mind the past, 

When seated underneath a gadding vine, 

A Fox Grape that festooned a helpless tree 

Was then in bloom, and as in days of old, 

The smell was pleasant—tread the ‘‘Song of Songs.” 
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Small wonder then, that I when seated thus, 
Beside a maiden fair to look upon, 
Inhaling the intoxicating breath, 
Of flowering grape, would deem the leafy roof, 
A fragrant dome, its silken flag 
A “Banner over us of love.”’ — 
The tree, the vine, the blossom, and the scent, 
And ’en the maiden fair have disappeared, 
And leave me standing silent and alone. 
: eee ee 
I rouse me from my reverie, 
_And note the sun has nearly set; 
But joy! thanksgiving! for I see 
My ship is coming slowly, yet 
I must move on, and not delay, 
My Pilot when he calls for me. 


Berea, Ohio, April 13, 1926 
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“ere the high lawns appeared 
under the opening eyelids of the morn.”’ 
Milton 


High Lawn 


I love a westward sloping hill 
That overlooks a little town; 
There day begins, and lingers ‘til 
The shadows come, as sun goes down. 


On frosty Winter mornings, bright 
With sun reflected from the snow, 

Each weed and bush a blaze of light, 
Makes woods and fields a fairy show. 


I love this hill on such a morn, 
I love the snow-cry at each step, 

And see my breath like incense borne 
Aloft, when sun and dawn have met. 


The little town, near hid from sight, 
Engulfed within a sea of mist. 

Above, the sun is shining bright, 
Each billow’s tip, the sun has kissed. 
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In outline dim the town I see, 

The streets, the school, the little park, 
The water tower seems to be 

An island, looming lone and dark. 


And then as if to close the scene, 
And roll the wintry curtain down, 
The cemetery birches gleam, 
To mark the beauty spot of town. 


The Winter morning’s nipping air, 

My frosted breath, the mist of morn, 
Has chilled me ere I am aware; 

I turn and seek a refuge warm. 


So, here in refuge snug and warm 

I write these lines, and hymn my praise 
Of yonder hill, that greets the morn, 

And watches for the sun’s last rays. 


Lodi, Ohio, April 27, 1926 
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TOs Ke, 


Thanks, thanks my dear poetic friend, 
It sure was kind of you to send | 
* Your poem on my natal day. 

It cheered me, more than I can say 

In clumsy verse, that tries to rhyme 
An answer to that verse of thine. 


So, trusting to your kindly heart, 

I build this shaky rhyme, and start 
My message on its way to thee, 

And hope that in it you will see 

The good intention of my muse, 
And faults of rhyme and sense excuse. 


At seventy-nine you know, my son, 
Our rhyming days are nearly done. 

My thanks at eighty will be prose 

If that day comes, but then who knows 
What time or chance may do to me. 
But come what may, I’Il think of thee, 
And bless the hour when first we met. 


In memory I see you yet 
So long ago, so long ago. 
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June Morning 


An early call you say? and so it is 

“Spring Beauty,’ for I’d have you go with me 
This dewy morn of June, and breathe the air 

And smell the fragrant breath of woods and fields. 
See! Nature has awaked and op’ed her eyes 

And brushed aside her covering of mist, 

To bathe her in the glist’ning drops of dew 

That drip from every leaf and blade of grass, 

And if we speed we'll catch her at her bath, 

A beauty lotion made by fairy hands 

That makes her morning face to wreath with smiles. 
As barefoot children once we roamed these fields 

On dewy morns like this, and left a trail 

Where brushed our feet among the long lush grass, 
And felt the tingle of the cool clear drops 

That sparkled in the early light of morn 

And drenched our feet, and limbs, oh! happy morn. 
I know you think it strange this early walk; 

But I would show you once again the brook, 

Along whose bank we rambled years ago. 

Just you and’, light hearted as the lark 
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That skimmed above the field in wavy flight, 

And left a trail of song to mark his path. 

In memory I see you as ’twere yesterday, 

With radiant face and laughing lips and eyes, 

And hair that hung in tangles on your brow; 

Your feet and limbs were glist’ning with the dew. 
Then something surged within me, and I saw 

As if a curtain had been drawn aside, 

That you were fair and lovely, sweet and pure 

As was the dew with which our feet were drenched. 
A glory shone around; then first dawned love 
Within my soul, that grows with passing years. 

A doubly sacred spot this is to me; 

Here first I saw you with the eyes of love, 

And here was kindled in me such a flame 

That ever warmer, brighter grows with time. 

But, also, love I well this beauty spot, 

The dewy fields, the woods, the winding brook, 
The roses that distil the scent of love 

On rare June morns, and hide the strag’ling fence. 
And e’en the thorn tree with its load of bloom 
And odor, that when blended with the rose, 

Makes all this place a sacred spot to me, 

And here I’d tell you for the thousandth time 

“T love you”’ on the very self-same spot 

Where first my lips pronounced those magic words. 
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Here is the spot, it overlooks the brook; 

Our path has led us where the crossing log 
Then was, but now has gone as has the path. 
The brook still flows as in the days of old, 
Its shallows show the mossy stepping stones, 
While flags and rushes still adorn its banks. 
See yonder is the flowering thorn in bloom 
As on that morn when first I waked to love. 
In all this world no spot-is half so dear, 


While time has wrought some minor changes here, 


The great glad fact remains, you are the same 
In spirit that you were on that June morn. 
So beautiful you were to me that day, 

But now, transcendent is a better word, 
To fittingly describe you, dearest one. 

But listen while I sing this little hymn, 

I dedicate each word and line to thee. 


A June Love Song 


Here by this brook I first knew love, 
And felt its glow within me; _ 

Here first there came as from above 
These words, so plain, ‘‘I love thee.” 


The brook repeated the refrain, 
So ripplingly and tender; 


36 


imming”’ 


“‘lily’s chalice br 


THE EIGHT-BARRED GATE ' 


The rushes heard and bowed again, 
And vowed they would defend her. 


The mallow with its flaming crest, 
Took on a deeper color, 

And challenged all to from me wrest, _ 
Or separate us lovers. 


The leaves and grass the words took up 
With jeweled dewdrops gleaming, 
And pledged us in a loving cup, 
A lily’s chalice brimming. 


So, here I brought you to this place 
To live that June morn over, 
And look again into your face 
Your first, your truest lover. 
Berea, Ohio, August 13, 1926 
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My Trust 


Dedicated to J. W. MALCOLM 
“Tune Toplady”’ 

Through life’s mists a noble face 
Lures me on, my path I trace, 
’Mid the quicksands and the mire, 
Craven doubts and low desire; 
Yet, I keep that face in view, 
Trusting to His guidance true. 


Him, I trust. He struggled here. 
Trust His wisdom, banish fear; 
Path there is though dark the way, 
Valleys deep with scarce a ray; 
Yet, I feel the footing safe, 

When I glimpse again His face. 


Thus His face still draws me on, 
‘Through life’s mists and night, till morn. 
Torn by passion, soiled by sin, 
Base, and mean, and foul within. 
Yet, He’ll meet me with a smile, 
Welcome, bid me rest awhile. 

Berea, Ohio, March 17, 1926 
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A Sea Phantasy 


Come sit you here beside me dear, 
And let us watch the waves roll in, 
And feel the cool fresh north wind blow. 
It drives away the sultry heat 

And brings new vigor from afar. 

The wind, the waves has chased all day 
Across the bosom of the deep, 

Now sends them crashing on the rocks 
To die amid a cloud of spray, 

With moan a thousand ages old; 

A deep sad wailing undertone 

That lures and ever draws you back, 
To smell the ocean’s briny breath, 
And hear the far chant of the sea, 
The song that charmed Ulysses’ men, 
And still is potent as of old. 

This rythmic:beating of the waves; 
‘The sad sea cry; the flying spray; 

Has stirred within me memories old, 
‘Forgotten, buried deep by time, 

In secret chambers of my soul. 
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So I would now describe a scene 

- ‘That we enacted long ago; 

How deeply buried it has been! 

And as I talk try to recall 

The happenings of by-gone days. 

It is in England of the past 

So long ago that all has changed 

Except the fields of grass and grain 

‘That then as now were fresh and green. 
The hedges were in bloom as now, 

But homes and highways, dress and men, 
‘Their manners, customs, arms and words, 
Recall the scenes and stories told 

Of Knighthood, armor, lance and sword; 
Of horses with a coat of mail, 

‘That champed the bit and stamped the ground; 
Esquires who zealously upheld 

The prowess of their valiant knight. 

I also see a castle hall 

Enclosed by a wide deep moat. 

A drawbridge with its mighty chain 

And sentry ever standing guard 

That none should enter or depart, 

Save those who had permission high. 
And you was of that castle hall, 

. Descendent of a princely knight 
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Whose banner had led in the fight, 
To wrest the Holy Supulchre 
From desecrating infidel. 

It was with Godfrey de Bouillon 


He served, and won the knightly praise 


And placed a scallop on the shield 
To decorate your coat-of-arms. 
Again has sounded out the call 

To arms, against the Saracen, 

And rid the Holy Land of them. 

I, also, was of noble line, 

That boasted of its heritage 

Of val’rous deeds and feats of arms, 
For Prince and King on many fields, 
With Richard of the Lion Heart. 

A suitor for your hand was I, 
This, both our families approved, 
With privilege to meet you now 
Without the guarded castle hall, 
And make my parting call on you 
Before departing for the war. 
Beneath a honeysuckle vine 

That formed a bower wherein we sat 
And filled the air with its perfume. 
I held your trembling hand in mine 
And told again the lover’s tale, 
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As old as time, yet sounds as sweet 
Today, as when the world was young. 
The western sun lit up the scene 

And showed the wondrous beauty spot; 
The mighty park, the velvet grass, 

The hedges with their load of bloom, 
The ancient oaks, the mighty elms, 

The flowering shrubs on every hand, 
Among which grazed the graceful deer. 


But sweeter than all else beside, 

Was she then seated by my side 

But from whom I so soon must part. 
You spoke of dangers of the sea; 

Of nights of storm, and rocks, and wrecks; 
Of corsairs murderous and fierce, 

Who robbed, and killed or sold as slaves 
The luckless voyagers of the sea; 

Of Saracen, and Saladin, 

Who fought to hold the Holy Land 
And drive away the Christian dogs, 
And keep possession of the tomb 

Where once was laid our Sov’eign Lord. 
While I to chase away the fears 

Of her who was so dear to me, 

I tuned my lute and lightly played, 
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And sung of Maytime flowers and dreams; 


Of love and hope for happy days, 
With work, and dance and songs of joy 


To cheer her, yet my song dripped tears. 


SONG OF MAY TIME 


The Maytime is for working, 
And shepherding the flock, 

Nor needful labor shirking 
While husbanding the crop. 


The Maytime is for singing 
And dancing on the green, 
With shout and laughter ringing, 
And kisses in between. 


The Maytime is for roses, 
Forget-me-nots and thyme; 
For blossoms in the hedgerows, 

And nodding columbine. 


The Maytime is for lovers, 
The sweetest month of all, 

For then about them hovers, 
Birds mating; hear them call. 
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The Maytime is for parting, 
Hand-clasps and fond farewell; 

For tears unbidden starting, 

Unspoken love words tell. 


But parting waits upon us all, 

No one escapes, we too must part. 
We pledged our deep undying love, 

I kissed the hand I held in mine 

And brushed aside a rising tear, 

Then led you to the castle door, | 
Placed in your hand a milkwhite rose, 
And bade you keep it til the day 
When I would come to claim you mine; 
Forgetting perils of the sea 

And war’s alarms and clash of arms, 
To think of me as safely home 

And walking in the paths of peace. 
Twas thus I bade you my. adieu, 
While hoping for a safe return, 

And on my shield a second shell 

To decorate my castle hall; 

That sons and daughters of my house 
Might proudly show and proudly speak 
Of him who crossed the stormy sea, 
To fight for King and Holy Cross. 
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I speak not of the stormy seas, 

Or perils of the mighty deep, 

Of winds, and waves, and hidden rocks, 
Of corsairs fierce and treacherous, - 

Who seizing helpless straying ships, 
Would murder or enslave all souls. 
"Twas thus that many valiant knights 
And many lusty fighting men, 

Were lost and failed to reach the goal, 
For which they staked their hopes and lives. 
Each ship had thus its tale to tell 

And we were more than once attacked, 
But beat them off in bloody fight. 

I carry scars from spear and sword, 

And trophies won on bloody deck. 

With robbers on the land we fought 
Who hung around us like a flock 

Of vultures, merciless and swift, 

To rob and slay the weakened ones, 
Who fell behind or lost their way. 


But I would speak of contests fierce, 

We waged upon the Holy Soil; 

With foes who hung upon our march 
Their wheeling bands of horsemen swift, 
And armed with lance and scimetar, 
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Who havoc wrought within our ranks. 
No respite had we day or night 

From watching, fighting, marching on, 
Til in some favorable spot, 

By them selected many times, 

We joined in battle with the foe. 

With clang of sword upon the shield, 
With twang of cross-bows and the shouts 
Of captains of our yeomen bold; 

With glit’ring spears, and javelin flash, 
The screams of maddened wounded horse, 
The heat and blood and blinding dust, 
And thirst that parched our lips and throat, 
With dying men on every hand, 

This was the price we paid to gain 

And save the Holy Sepulchre. 


Jerusalem, its weary siege, 

The forays and the bloody strife 
With those within its mighty walls, 
While beating off the outer foe; 

The burning days the chilling nights, 
Disease, and hunger, thirst and strife, 
The horrors of the night attack 

- When death confronted everyone, 
Death reaped a mighty harvest there; 
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Then breaches in the wall appeared, 
The storming, capture, massacre 

Of brave defenders of the walls; 

‘The dead that clogged the bloody path 
And o’er whose bodies we pressed on 
Through streets made slippery by blood, 
"Til town and citadel was won. 

All these, and more repulsive scenes, 
That are not fitted for your ears 

I saw, and part of which I was. 

May Christ forgive me for what wrongs 
I may have done that awful day! 

"Tis ever with me day and night, 

A horror I cannot forget; 

It scarcely lets me sleep in peace. 

Not caring for a soldier’s life 

And duties that pertain thereto; 
Jerusalem reclaimed from foe; 

The Holy Sepulchre redeemed 

And peace now settled o’er the land, 
With others of our valiant men 

I started for my native land, 

To rid me of the awful toil, 

To bathe me in the cooling streams, 
Whose rippling waters haunted me, 
When tortured by the heat and thirst; 
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And shrive my soul for any sin 

I wrought in frenzy of the fight, 
And last but greater than all these, 
I came to claim you as my own, 
To clasp you as my own dear wife, 
_ And live in peace with all mankind. 
We parted with a Maytime song, 

A Yuletime song be my return. 


A YULETIME SONG 


The Yule time is for feeding 
And sheltering the sheep, 

The shepherd o’er them needing 
A watchful care to keep. 


The Yule time is for yule tree, 
Brought in with mighty shout; 

For mistletoe and holly, 3 

- And back log blazing out. 


For wassail, and for feasting, 
And gifts for one and all; 
For meeting and for greeting | 

From cottage and from hall. 
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Yule time brings back the rover, 
From highway, byway, field, 
Brings back your errant lover, 
A knight, with scalloped shield. 


Now you are mine forever, 
No longer will I roam, 

For wars no more shall sever, 
Your lover from his home. 


To me it seems an age has passed, 

Since that sad Maytime long ago, 

And Yule time frost at my return, 

And here it is sweet May again. 
Have I been dreaming some strange dream, 
About old English castles, parks, 

With knights and ladies, hawks and hounds, 
And battles with the Saracens; 

Of honors won on bloody fields, 
Proclaimed a worthy valiant knight, 

And vouched as such with accolade, 

And privileged to have embossed 

A scallop shell upon my shield? 

What say you to this tale of mine? 

Can it be just a phantasy? 
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September 


September comes in pearl and gray 
With blue haze for the trimming, 

Yet ripened weeds along the way 
Show Summer’s glories dimming. 


The longer night, the shorter day, 
Tell of the Summer’s waning, 

The chirping cricket seems to say, 
“Oh! stay,’ in notes complaining. 


The lazy clouds drift idly by, 
Their shadows slowly follow, 
With darkling lines adown the sky, 
O’er woods and misty hollow. 


The nearby woods seem far away, 
The haze our sight deceiving. 
The sun gives forth a mellow ray, 
The noontide heat relieving. 


The smoke drifts lazily along, 
A level course pursuing, 

A woodsman’s ax—a snatch of song— 
A barefoot boy hallooing. 
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The stubble fields, that cobwebs deck, 
On which the dewdrops shimmer, 

Seem diamonds on my lady’s neck, 
Or ropes of pearl a glimmer. 


The Summer leaves once deeply green, 
Have now a hint of yellow; 

The morning air is slightly keen, 
The paw-paws getting mellow. 


The golden rod with yellow plume, 
Now courtesies quite proudly, 

Unmindful of its coming doom, 

When Winter winds wail loudly. 


The iron weed, so straight and tall, 
Is decked in royal purple, 

It grandly over-tops them all, 
Such vanity is awful. 


‘The asters in their white and blue, 
Boast of their purple brother, 
That carries quite as fine a hue 
As iron weed, or other. 


Yet, best I love September morn, 
In silver radiance glowing, 
The odor of the rip’ning corn, 
The brook where mist is showing. 
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The upland pasture, meadow, field, 
In early morning splendor, 

Have many charms, to which I yield, 
And crown our fair September. 


Berea, Ohio, September 14, 1926 
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My Garden 


The beauty of September’s day, 

Is rivaled by September’s night; 

The harvest moon though wondrous bright, 
Is softer than the noontide ray. 


A stillness broods o’er all the scene, 
Except the night folk’s strident call; 
They wail the near approach of Fall, 

Of yellow leaf, of fading green. 


A perfect night! how rare, how sweet, 
When warmth, and light, and dew, and flower, 
And perfume from the leafy bower, 

In happy combination meet. 


I look upon a scene like this, 
When standing mid my flowers and vines; 
A softer radiance o’er them shines, 

That in the brilliant day I miss. 


I walk in an enchanted land, 
Familiar scenes seem now unreal, 
The colors that moonlight reveal, 

Are painted by a fairy hand. 
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My flower garden wears a veil 

Of gossamer and silver mist, 

With dew each petal has been kiss’t, 
Their blended odors I inhale. 


The cosmos like a forest stand, 

To shut my fairy garden in, 

So graceful, tall, and straight and trim, . 
The moonlight makes them truly grand. — 


Nasturtiums yield a pungent smell, 

The moss rose leaves a hint of rose, 
Old fashioned pink, a scent of clove, 

They of old-fashioned gardens tell. 


The four o’clocks’ wide-open lips, 

Are drinking in the dew and light; 

Their breath smells like the woods at night, 
A dewy distillate they sip. 


The salvias’ bright scarlet spike 
Is now a deep-dyed crimson spear; 
In battle rank they now appear, 

In close formation pike to pike. 


The asters, red, and pink, and white, 
Then flox and baby-breath, and fern, 
While red snap-dragons dully burn, 

Like coal’s ash covered in the night. 
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The little ‘‘mums,’’ my constant joy, 
The dew brings out a weedy smell; 
I touch you, bless you, wish you well, 
Though lavish, yet you do not cloy. 


The morning-glory’s lofty throne, 
Now stands a spectre fierce and tall; 
The swaying vines that from it fall, 

Seem arms to seize me for its own. 


From nicotine of purest white, 
That opens at the close of day, 
Strange moths, like fairies in their play, 
Drink perfumed nectar of the night. 


I thank the flowers, both great and small; 
I thank the harvest moon for light; 
I thank the perfumed misty night; 

I thank the Giver of it all. 


Berea, Ohio, September 22, 1926 
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The Forty-second Psalm 


Day fades, and night broods over all; 
And phantoms lurk on every side, 

Like children at our mother’s call 

We hasten home ere darkness fall, 
To in her love abide. 


We find a refuge on her breast, 
We feel her arms about us close; 

Her lips upon our cheek are press't, 

We look into her eyes, and rest 
Secure in our repose. 


A crooning lull-a-by she sings, 

That sooths and drives away our fears; 
Her smile to us contentment brings, 
We trust her as to us she clings, 

And wipes away our tears. 


Our mother’s face begins to fade, 
As drowsy feelings o’er us creep; 
Our hand upon her breast is laid; 
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A glance, then we are not afraid; 
A sigh, and then we sleep. 


Hymn 


Dear Lord Thou art the source of light, 
For day and night are one with Thee; 
Through love Thou doest all things right; 
In Thee I rest and in the night, 

Thy song shall be with me. 


My step His watchful eye observes, 
He guides me with a loving hand, 

From hidden dangers He preserves, 

The precious gift of life confers, 
With kindness, He commands. 


He notes my many childish fears, 
He sympathizes when I cry, 

He wipes away my falling tears, 

My every choking sob He hears, 
He sings, the phantoms fly. 


I trust Thee Lord, both night and day, 
Thy presence makes life’s shadows flee. 
My refuge, my defense, my stay, 
On Thy dear breast my hand I lay, 
And hear Thy song to me. 
Berea, Ohio, October 7, 1926 
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Home 


Tune—Crossing the Bar 


The struggle now is oer, 
The battle lost or won; 

And wearied by the strife I seek the door, 
That opens out to’ard home. 


£5 find a welcome rest and sleep, ‘til morn 
Brings in a better day; 

To wake, when purp’ling light the east adorns, 
At dawn’s first ray. 


To, know as I am known, 
And deem it not disgrace, 

When taken by a friendly hand and shown, 
My humble place. 


To serve, and not be served my lot may be, 
And lowly task assigned, 

Yet, where the Master finds a place for me 
Is home, His choice is mine. 


Lodi, Ohio, April 19, 1926 
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